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ABSTRACT  
 
 
 
The creative thesis includes both plays and poetry which cover multiple themes surrounding 
the female performer,  in the media, on the stage, and in everyday life. The play, “An 
Evening of Alli Jordan” is a meta-theatrical piece set up as a staged reading and includes two 
plays within: “Book Space” and “For the Women.” “Book Space” serves as an establishing 
play to create the illusion that the evening is a series of staged readings based on the 
playwright’s life whereas “For the Women” is where the true drama lies and where the 
climax of the evening occurs. “An Evening of Alli Jordan” is thus a piece examining drama 
and the world of theatre. At what lengths will someone go to in order to have their piece of 
art enter the world? The poetry collection under the title of “Beneath the Light, Stage-bound 
and Ankle-cuffed” is chapbook-length manuscript with two sections. The first section has a 
focus on famous actors and actresses on the stage and in film, and the second section enters 
the area of the housewife and the everyday woman with specific cases of female murders. 
The cross-overs between the two genres of poetry and playwriting can be evident in the 
monologue and character sketch-like poetry in the collection and the theme of acting. What 
roles do of each of us take in life? What essentialist illusions do we create in order to 
survive? Subthemes in the collection include mental illness, feminism in the 21
st
 century, 
celebritism, marriage, and motherhood. The poetry collection is not only from the point of 
view of the woman but also of the actor, the husband, and the betrayed. The poetry borrows 
dramatic structure in terms of dialogue and stage directions; thus, the collection is an 
examination of the life of the artist, the mother, the murderer, the husband, the director, and 
the playwright.  
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BENEATH THE LIGHT, STAGE-BOUND AND ANKLE-CUFFED 
Critical Introduction 
 In American playwright David Mamet’s (2010) book, Theatre, a collection of essays 
about the production, writing, acting, and directing of plays, he explains how, “We all put on 
plays. The seduction, proposal, proposition, family fight, resignation, plea for a raise—these 
are all dramas with protagonists (ourselves) and antagonists (the other)… steeped in our love 
of comedy and tragedy, the grand, often misunderstood nonetheless noble drama of our own 
grand and tragic lives” (29-30). How does one take his/her own life and transform it into art? 
How does a writer take real stories to present them in a new way? In this collection, I take 
real life stories of actors, directors, husbands, wives, stay-at-home mothers, and film stars; 
and present their untold stories in the genres of drama and poetry. Although Mamet is 
referring to theatre when discussing the “noble drama of our own grand and tragic lives,” the 
same notions can be applied to the genre of poetry.  I find the most difficult piece to write is 
the art of the self, to present the writer as a player in the drama of lies, misinterpretation, and 
the darkness of revenge. The writer is not the beacon of truth. According to Mamet, “Drama 
is all about lies”—the lies we tell ourselves, the lies we tell to others, and the lies we present 
to the world (69).  
 Researching about real-life people including murderers Andrea Yates and Debora 
Green, I had to constantly tell myself how a poem is not an essay; a poem is not a re-hashing 
of the same story everyone already knows. The research at times got in the way of the poem. 
I would find interesting information about these women’s lives and their pasts, and I would 
try to fit this content into the poem. My goal in these poems was to explore the truth that gets 
left out in the tabloid headlines. By reading the poems and experiencing these women’s 
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songs, the reader may experience empathy or understanding of what goes untold—the small 
details of these peoples’ lives—what possibly drove them over the edge to kill their children. 
A simple answer cannot possibly exist to why a mother would kill her children. The Debora 
Green case affected my family personally. My father, a police officer, was one of the 
investigators on the case in Prairie Village, Kansas, when Green set her house on fire which 
then killed her two children. My father had many restless nights with this national headline 
case. A woman living in what many would consider a mansion murders her children to seek 
revenge against her husband. I wanted there to be more to this woman, this woman who 
received her medical degree, a woman who was considered brilliant. At the age of twelve, I 
read Ann Rule’s famous book, Bitter Harvest, about the Debora Green case. I became 
fascinated with how my father became a character in this tale, how he comforted Green’s 
husband in the initial investigative interview. Twelve years later, I investigate Green in my 
own way—was she a character to pity, to hate? Was she misrepresented in Ann Rule’s book?  
  In the poem, “The Mother” about Yates, the lines are methodical in the fact that 
each line contains five syllables. The methodical form indicates that Yates does not have 
control over her decisions. The murders of her five children were committed one right after 
the other, as if Yates was not aware of what she was doing. Psychologists say Yates was 
suffering from an extreme case of post-partum depression known as post-partum psychosis in 
which she thought if she did not kill her children then they would be “tormented by the 
devil” (Yates qtd in Roche). The psychosis is matched in the form of the poem, “The 
Mother.” In addition, I use multiple points-of-view in order to tell the story of Andrea Yates 
and her husband Rusty Yates. I took liberties in writing about Andrea’s mother and husband 
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in order to create a universal story. At some point, the specific facts can get in the way of the 
art. Especially in poetry, one must choose carefully what to include. Every line is crucial. In 
“Bleach Body” I create Rusty’s world after losing his children and in a sense losing his wife. 
Although he most likely did not try to set a fire in his bath tub, I show the act of cleansing 
and coming to terms with such a traumatic event in the poem. I continue to struggle with 
balancing the truth and the art. If people seek facts, they must read the headlines. The play, 
“Burn” takes a look at how a family copes after a mother kills herself by burning her house. 
Loosely based upon the Debora Green case, the poem looks look at the family left behind—
the family years after a tragedy. The Green case appears throughout both sections of the 
manuscript. 
 Other poets write about real situations and create poems based off of interviews with 
real people. Poet C.D. Wright’s book, One Big Self, gave me inspiration to create a series of 
poems about real people. Although her series is based on interviews she personally 
conducted with prisoners, I try to unearth stories and songs from the past in a very character-
driven collection of poems. Wright’s use of indentations and unique free verse in her poetry 
challenged me to produce my own unique way of establishing voices in my collection. 
Thematically, my collection varies from artists to mothers to mythic characters. All of the 
characters in my collection are bound and cuffed in the entrapment of performance and/or 
role. Using theatrical elements, I experiment with stage descriptions in my poem, “How a 
No-Name Becomes a Headliner.” Other poets such as Denise Duhamel experiment with the 
form of plays in poetry. Although very experimental in form, “How a No-Name Becomes a 
Headliner” blends the theme of acting and living.  The metaphor of “the play” and “the 
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actor” in life exists in numerous poems—specifically poems embodying the lives of famous 
artists such as Lillian Gish and Marina Abramović. Multiple stories and themes, however, 
exist in the collection. The role of the mother and the entrapment of this role permeate the 
collection specifically through the play, “Burn” and the poems “The Daughter of Feminism,” 
“Frozen Yogurt,”  “The Mother,” and many others.  
 In writing in multiple genres, I find some stories are meant to be performed whereas 
others are meant to be a song, a poem. Playwriting, like poetry, benefits from the rhythm of 
the dialogue and specificity of diction. Poets such as Sonia Sanchez and Ntozake Shange also 
write plays. From Ancient Greece to Elizabethan England, plays were performed in verse. 
Although my plays are not written in iambic pentameter, I implement poetic qualities in both 
genres. In addition, adding dramatic elements to the poetry serves a thematic purpose with 
the confinement of the characters’ roles in life. My goal for the poetry section of the thesis is 
for publication as a chapbook and then eventually as a book-length manuscript.  
 Rachel Zucker’s collection of poetry The Bad Wife Handbook aided me in how a 
collection should progress thematically. Her poems connect to one another throughout her 
collection with similar speakers, allusions, and imagery. Mark Doty’s collection of poetry 
Atlantis impacted me to have balance with the subject matter of the poems. How many 
poems about murders can a reader read? Doty balances out stories of his partner dying from 
AIDS with light, humorous poems about his dog on a beach or poems about nature on the 
beach. Not all of his poems can be heart-breaking accounts of his partner dying and not all of 
my poems can be about mothers killing their children. To create a breath of fresh air, I added 
the poem “Frozen Yogurt” to the collection. While humorous, the poem still has tension 
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about body image issues and motherhood. The title poem of the collection, “Beneath the 
Light, Stage-bound and Ankle-cuffed” serves as a thematic center for the entire manuscript. 
Many characters deal with their lives as a part of a performance, or they are bound to a 
societal standard. The idea of performance permeates throughout the collection. 
 “An Evening of Alli Jordan” was performed in The Kansas City Fringe Festival in 
2013 and uses real names and stories from theatrical performers in the area. Their names are 
used with their permission in this manuscript, and they were also allowed in performance. I 
utilize the idea of the actor’s life on the stage and outside the stage along with the life of the 
playwright. Drama is indeed all about lies. The protagonist in this play deals with her 
misunderstandings of rejection. Was she rejected because she was a woman and would not 
participate in inappropriate interactions with a director, or was she rejected due to the 
weakness of her play? The audience has to decide where the truth lives. Some audiences 
come to the defense of Bryan, saying the playwright sets him up for humiliation in the 
“staged reading,” whereas other audiences defend the young, female writer. Combining 
rumors, gender stereotypes, and the device of meta-theater, I create drama that becomes real. 
Audience members at times walked out of “An Evening of Alli Jordan” and later said they 
thought the play was no longer a play but a real altercation. The play sold out almost every 
night during the festival and received positive reviews.  
 The plays “For the Women” and “Book Space” are the alleged plays being read for 
the staged reading. The characters of Sookie and Macbeth mirror the characters of Alli and 
Bryan. Although “Book Space” is between two inanimate objects with a comedic tone, the 
quarrel slightly mirrors the artistic integrity of literature and art. Bryan rejects romantic 
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comedy as a legitimate genre, similar to Macbeth putting down the genre of romance in the 
Sookie Stackhouse Series. I modeled this idea of the play-within-the play on plays such as 
Shakespeare’s The Tragedy of Hamlet, Prince of Denmark and Mrozek’s Tango. The play-
within-the-play foreshadows and thematically coincides with the larger story as well as the 
theme of performance in both of these famous plays. Theater scholar Lada Cale Feldman 
explains how in meta-theater, “boundaries between ‘the real’ context and the ‘performative’ 
context” can be blurred, but fiction can be “concretized” through the reading of the play 
(Feldman 288). Unlike Tom Stoppard’s Rosencrantz and Guildenstern Are Dead and 
Ionesco’s Improvisation at Alma, the characters in “An Evening of Alli Jordan” are not 
“swallowed up by the text,” trying to escape the mysterious power of the play (Feldman 
288). These characters are not searching for a higher power or having an existential crisis; the 
characters are grappling with their own definitions of art and what one has to do to survive in 
the world of theater. 
  In talkbacks after “An Evening of Alli Jordan” was performed, some people asked if 
the piece was cruel to the audience—what if they believed the two characters were truly 
fighting? Am I “tricking” the audience? The irony exists; the people pay to see drama, and 
they see drama. Somehow the audience needs the comfort in the back of their mind that what 
they are seeing is not real. Before the play is performed, the playwright introduces that the 
play is meta-theater, but that is the only moment of foreshadowing. The audience always has 
the choice to walk out. When people did walk out, the house manager gave them a piece of 
paper explaining the scene was “just a play” and then thanked them for being a part of the 
play. The audience has a very important role in “An Evening of Alli Jordan.” Some audience 
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members during performances have even interrupted the play. The audience serves as a type 
of jury. People tended to stay a long time after the play was over, asking questions, talking 
amongst themselves over who was the villain. Who was just? Did Alli set Bryan up for 
humiliation, or did he deserve the humiliation?  
 One of the difficult aspects of “An Evening of Alli Jordan” is the playability of the 
roles by people who are not playing themselves. For the success of the play to exist outside 
of Kansas City, I have to allow liberties. In the note to the director, I mention how some 
biographical information can be changed as well as names. The play must use the real name 
of the theatre, and the reason why Bryan has to fill in last minute must be believable. A 
company from California, after seeing “An Evening of Alli Jordan,” became interested in the 
possibility of performing this piece outside of Kansas City. The playability of the play 
depends on flexibility and venue. “An Evening of Alli Jordan” could be called part of the 
guerilla theatre movement where theatre occurs in public places to instill sociopolitical 
change. The venue of the play being a “staged reading” is thus vital in the play’s success.  
 The manuscript, although connected through themes and stories, would have to be 
published alone as poetry or alone as plays. The collection of poems can be published in a 
chapbook-length manuscript and then eventually a book-length manuscript of 40-100 poems. 
The publication of a collection of plays usually only happens after numerous performances of 
plays world-wide. The true life of a play is not on the page but on the stage; the stage is 
where the true art of theatre occurs. Therefore, the genre of playwriting has many rhetorical 
constraints. The only receivers of the plays are those sitting in the audience whereas poems 
can be received, once published, by many people in various locations.  
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BURN   
 A play in one act 
  
CHARACTERS: 
 
LYDIA: female, mid-thirties. A mother and failed artist. 
KAREN: female, older than LYDIA. Now a ghost. 
GREG: male, mid-thirties, married to LYDIA. 
 
SET: A living room in a modest home with a couch, table, and easel with a canvas. 
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(Lights rise on Lydia as she stands next to GREG while he molds clay of a dog-like structure. 
A candle is lit on the table. KAREN sits off on a bench, stage left, in the darkness. She wears 
a white dress. The audience should be able to see KAREN but she should not be spotlighted 
or in the main stage light. She should appear to be watching LYDIA and GREG.)  
   
LYDIA      KAREN 
It was a pleasure to burn.   It was a pleasure to burn. 
       
GREG 
That’s what your mother said in your dream? 
       
LYDIA 
I finally get through the dark tunnel—it was like a sewage tunnel; I crawl through, and 
there’s my mother. Sitting on a bench like a statue. It was all fuzzy. Lots of colors. Blue 
smoke. Purply-pinkish smoke... in a white dress. She seemed…at peace.  
       
GREG 
And what else did she say? 
       
LYDIA 
That’s it. She hugged me and whispered that in my ear. It was a pleasure to burn. 
       
GREG 
What does that mean? 
       
LYDIA 
That she enjoyed burning? I can’t wrap my mind around it. I never have. 
 
      GREG 
Dear, do you know where I put the clay for this thing?     
 
LYDIA 
It’s Rusty the rattledog—not a thing.  
 
      GREG 
What’s the learning objective of this project? I don’t think the future scientists of the world 
should waste their time on cross-species animals. 
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LYDIA 
Mrs. O’Brien’s famous third-grade science symposium.  
       
GREG 
 I have to be up at 6 am digging dirt. Why aren’t you doing this? 
       
LYDIA 
Greg. You’re the sculptor in the family.  
       
GREG 
I’m a landscaper. You’re the painter. 
       
LYDIA 
I was the painter.  
       
GREG 
Failing art school doesn’t mean you aren’t an artist.  
 
LYDIA 
That’s why I’m painting tonight. I’m going to try and dream and see if I can get a better 
image of mom. 
      GREG 
What? Does my handsomely figure not inspire the gods? Am I not your muse? 
       
LYDIA 
Addie came up with the idea and wrote the report on its habitat. That’s good enough. I don’t 
want her to be stressed. My mom was stressed her entire life. 
       
 
GREG 
She’s not learning anything. She’s up in bed while we’re—      
 
LYDIA 
The least we could do for her--Can we get back to the dream? 
 
      GREG 
I’m not Sigmund Freud. You had some messed-up dream about your psycho dead mother. 
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LYDIA 
She’s not psycho. We don’t talk about mental illness like that. Especially with-- 
       
GREG 
Do I need to remind you that your mother burned her house down with herself inside… on 
purpose?! 
      
LYDIA 
As if I could forget!  
       
GREG 
It’s just a dream, Lydia. I dreamt that I was working on someone’s lawn and found a pizza 
underground. What did it mean? I had heartburn, or I was hungry. Who knows? 
 
      LYDIA 
No, Greg. It was real.  
      
I never dream. I haven’t had dreams since I was a little girl. I could see her face…her  blue 
eyes had this sparkle in them.  Why did she say that? Why didn’t she say she missed me? 
Why didn’t she say I’m sorry? 
      GREG 
Cause she’s not sorry. She wanted to die. Anyone who can stand the smell of gasoline 
drenched on them knows what’s going to happen. 
 
      LYDIA 
She didn’t want to die. Nobody really wants to die. She was escaping pain. I mean the 
woman went through five institutions in her life. That’s a symbolic lobotomy. 
       
 
 
GREG 
So should this thing be a snake in the back? Or on the side? Or…somewhere  
  (GREG is being “inappropriate.”) 
 
 
      LYDIA 
This is for third graders. Half snake. Half dog. You’re not even listening! 
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GREG 
Should it rattle? 
  (Greg humps or moves to show the rattle of the snake). 
 
      LYDIA 
I suppose so…it’s a rattledog…but not like that. 
       
GREG 
Do we have something that could make sound for the tale? 
       
LYDIA 
I don’t think the thing needs to come alive, for Christ’s sake. 
       
GREG 
How many points is it worth? 
       
LYDIA 
A lot. She has a C in the class since she was gone so much. 
 
      GREG 
A C? That’s a bunch of hogwash.  She had to…recuperate. The school said they would be 
accommodating for medical reasons.. 
 
LYDIA 
Not medical reasons.        
 
GREG 
She needed a break, that’s all. All these standardized tests—kids need to, you know, dig up 
some dirt and run around. I might act up if I was tied down all day with Mrs. O’Brien. 
 
       
LYDIA 
Do you think she wanted me to know that she’s not in pain? 
 
      GREG 
Addie? 
       
LYDIA 
My mom!  
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      GREG 
We’ve already spent 40 minutes talking about one line of something that didn’t really 
happen. I don’t know what your subconscious is trying to tell you, Lydia…but I’m tired and 
am getting myself in bed by midnight. Will you hand me some rice or something for the tail? 
I think that might look like a rattle tail. 
  (LYDIA sits in silence.) 
       
GREG 
Lydia? Are you not getting the rice? 
  
  (GREG looks for rice.) 
       
LYDIA 
Why won’t you ever let me talk about her? 
       
GREG 
What? 
      LYDIA 
My mother killed herself. That’s not something you just get over in a year. I need to talk 
about these things. And meanwhile, our only daughter is showing signs of schizophrenia, and 
all you care about is this stupid science project! 
  
      GREG 
She ruined your father’s life. Your life. Maggie’s life. Our wedding day. You don’t want to 
know what I think. 
      LYDIA 
Yea, I do. 
      GREG 
I keep my mouth shut. Try and comfort you. But it’s been three years. 
 
       
LYDIA 
But it’s not. It’s not been three years. That fire never goes away. It lives insides our bones. It 
lives in Addie. It lives in me. It lives--- 
 
  (GREG finds a pair of scissors. He reacts as if he’s found a murder weapon.) 
       
GREG 
Why are these not locked up? 
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      LYDIA 
Oh, I. I…I must have gotten them out to open up my new supplies. 
 
      GREG 
We can’t. 
  (GREG tries to hold his composure.) 
 
Let this happen again. 
 
      LYDIA 
Okay. 
 
      GREG 
Don’t say, “okay” like you’re annoyed at me. This is serious. We agreed we’d keep them 
locked up. Say okay like your life depends on it. 
 
      LYDIA 
Greg! Maybe she’s trying to warn us about Addie? 
 
  (GREG puts scissors down) 
      GREG 
She’s a little too late. 
 
      LYDIA 
Maybe she knows what we should do. 
 
      GREG 
Just stop! Before you ruin her—Your mother did nothing but ruin you. Almost ruin you. She 
left you and your sister how many times when you were growing up? Is that her “message”  
for us? I want her gone. In every single friggin’ way. G-O-N-E. If it is her “being” that is 
haunting you, she needs to leave.  
 
(GREG walks around the room shouting at KAREN. He comes, unknowingly 
close to KAREN.) 
      GREG 
Leave! Get out of us, get of her. Go onto whatever place in hell they make for people like 
you. 
  (KAREN puts her hands on GREG’s face). 
15 
 
 
      KAREN 
It was a pleasure--- 
 
  (interrupted by LYDIA. KAREN moves away.)  
 
LYDIA 
 I still want…something. An answer.  Don’t wish her away. What I could have done 
differently. The woman who brought me into this earth covered herself with lighting fluid 
and lit herself on fire.  
 
GREG 
It’s just a little dream. But what she did—that’s against human nature. Hell, even a mixed 
species animal wouldn’t burn himself to death. I know you’ll get upset about this from time 
to time. What she did…a person just doesn’t forget that. But, it’s just a dream. Your mom 
isn’t coming from the dark side to tell you some weird message. If it was Yoda in your 
dreams, I’d believe you. 
 
(LYDIA laughs. GREG walks over and puts his hands on LYDIA’s shoulders) 
 
 I need you to let her go. Let her go. You’re manifesting her crazy onto our daughter’s 
problems. And it’s completely different situations. 
       
LYDIA 
The doctor said that Addie is showing early signs— 
       
 
  (GREG walks over and puts final touch on the sculpture.) 
 
      GREG 
Enough! Addie is fine…I never want us to talk about your mother again. You hear me? 
 
      LYDIA 
  (Quietly) 
Yes. 
 
      GREG 
Louder. Scream it, sing it! Let it out. Let it go! 
      LYDIA 
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  (LYDIA tries to say it louder.) 
I’ll let her go. 
 
(Beat) 
 
(GREG walks back over to the rattle dog.) 
 
      GREG  
Alright, alright…Check it out! It looks like a real rattle tail! Take that, Mrs. O’Brien! Rusty 
the Rattledog is going to dominate the third grade! 
       
LYDIA 
  (Unenthusiastically.) 
 Addie will be happy. 
  
  (Awkward silence.) 
      GREG 
Well, I’m losing my beauty sleep.  
 
      LYDIA 
Do you think we should take her off some of the medication? Or try the hypnotherapist 
again? 
       
  (GREG ignores LYDIA.) 
 
      GREG 
You should have seen her at Happy Hobby picking out the clay. As happy as hoppity boppity 
bunny. Let’s catch some sleep, okay? 
       
LYDIA 
I think I’m going to stay down here. Finish the painting. 
       
GREG 
Don’t do this. I shared what I think, and then you… 
       
LYDIA 
No, I’m not mad. 
       
GREG 
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Which really means you’re mad. 
       
LYDIA 
No. You’re right. I need to let my mother go…and nothing’s wrong with Addie. She just had 
an issue. Maybe she just wanted to know what would happen if she punched scissors straight 
through her hand. 
 
      GREG 
Lydia, kids are curious.  
 
      LYDIA 
I can’t seem to use the color red anymore. 
  (Looks at painting.) 
       
All I see if my daughter’s blood gushing out while she sings like nothing’s wrong.  
 
  (LYDIA begins singing.) 
Over the river and through the wood, 
To Grandmother's house we go; 
The horse knows the way to carry-- 
       
GREG 
I knew something was off. God-damnit! Did you stop taking your medication? 
 
  (LYDIA does not look at him.) 
      GREG 
Answer me! 
 
      LYDIA 
No.  
       
GREG 
Don’t sing that song. It’s not funny. 
 
(LYDIA keeps painting. GREG begins to exit and says cheerfully, convincing 
himself everything is fine.) 
 
 
      GREG  
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Goodnight, sweet cheeks. I’m heading up to the sack. You sure you don’t want to come up 
with me and rattlesnake?  
  
LYDIA 
 I’m good. I think I might work on a project of my own. 
       
GREG 
Alright, don’t let Rusty dry out or runaway. 
       
LYDIA 
Okay. 
  (GREG begins to walk away.) 
       
GREG 
Make sure to blow the candles out. You always forget. 
 
  (GREG exits.) 
      
LYDIA 
It was a pleasure to burn, huh, Mom? After you died, I found that first communion dress in 
my attic—the dress you made me. You insisted it should be pink. Dad yelled at you for 
hours, and all the other moms called you crazy. All that lace. You spent hours and hours at 
the machine listening to Carly Simon and telling me how I’d be… 
 
LYDIA     KAREN 
 the prettiest girl there.     The prettiest girl there 
(KAREN walks towards Lydia into the light, stops and remains still at a 
distance.) 
    LYDIA 
 I remember Sister Helen pulling you aside at mass. You said you wanted me 
 
LYDIA     KAREN 
 to shine like a fairy.    to shine like a fairy. 
     
 
LYDIA (cont’d) 
But Sister Helen said mass wasn’t Peter Pan. I looked like one of the British gypsies with all 
that pink and toil. It was supposed to be white. 
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(LYDIA goes to her painting quickly and squirts out a bunch of red paint onto 
her tray and begins painting voraciously in red circles. She works her painting. 
Her movements are  synchronized with KAREN’s voice.) 
 
     KAREN 
Shine like a fairy, paint like a demon, shine like a fairy, and twirl into a mother. Close your 
eyes tight tight tight and brush brush brush right right right. And burn burn burn burn until all 
the colors blend into one one one. Right right right. Swallow pills. Swallow swallow swallow 
until they swallow you. Burn burn burn all the way to grandmother’s house we go. Through 
the woods on horseback we go… 
 
(All through Karen’s speech, LYDIA speeds up in her painting like a dance, 
all the way into a climax. She stops and sets down her paint brush. The 
painting is complete. She puts some of her supplies away and lies down for a 
moment.) 
 
(LYDIA blows out the candle before lying on couch and begins to sleep. 
Lights dim. ) 
 
(KAREN emerges and crouches next to LYDIA.) 
      
KAREN 
Lydia? Lydia? 
  (KAREN lights candle or candle comes on automatically.) 
 
 I did it all…I did it... for you.  
  
(KAREN exits. A few moments later, LYDIA wakes up.) 
      
LYDIA 
Mom…is that you? Mom? I won’t let you go. What do you mean you did it for me?  
  
(LYDIA sees the candle, holds it up, and after a breath, blows the candle out.) 
  
     THE END 
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THE DREAM BALLET 
 A play in one act 
 
CHARACTERS: 
 
CARRIE: A 23-year-old girl who has just come home from a date at the top of the play.  
 
DREAM: The embodiment of CARRIE’S lost dream to be a ballerina. She wears a 
traditional ballerina outfit and should have a magical quality about her. DREAM should 
appear to be a few years older than Carrie.  
 
SET: A simple set with an entrance up-stage and a couch center stage. The set should seem 
like something a young college student could afford.   
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THE DREAM BALLET   
  
 (Music from Coppélia plays and then fades out.) 
 
CARRIE 
Thanks again. It was a…I had a really good time. 
 
(CARRIE shuts door upstage and lights rise. CARRIE, giddy, walks over to 
the mirror by the front door and checks her face and hair.) 
       
CARRIE 
What a night! Aaah! What a kiss! 
   
(CARRIE walks in to the kitchen to get a Diet Coke from the fridge and 
begins dialing phone.) 
 
(DREAM emerges from behind the sofa and begins dancing while CARRIE 
has her back turned. Once CARRIE begins leaving a voicemail on the phone, 
DREAM stands still in fourth position.) 
 
CARRIE 
Hey Laura, I know it’s super late, but I had to tell you—the date was—out of this world. 
He’s a dream. A dream. We had the best seats to the ballet, and we drank the yummiest wine 
at this cute place in the art district. It’s only the third date, but this guy. This guy is great. Call 
me tomorrow! Okay, love you.  
 
  (CARRIE turns and sees DREAM.) 
       
      CARRIE 
Holy crap, what are…who are-- 
 
DREAM 
Hello, Carrie. 
 
CARRIE 
You…you need to go. I don’t know who you are, but you need-- 
 
DREAM 
You know exactly who I am. 
 
      CARRIE 
No. 
 (DREAM begins dancing again.) 
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      DREAM 
Oh it feels so good to dance again! 
 
      CARRIE 
  (Stunned.) 
You’re not real. 
 
DREAM 
Before your evil mother helped to convince you to give me up, I was very much real. 
 
CARRIE 
She’s not evil. She did what was best. Listen, I don’t know how you’re here. Maybe I had too 
much wine? 
       
      DREAM 
You did guzzle it down tonight. Geez, Care—way to make an impression on your date. 
 
 
      CARRIE 
I’m studying. I have a huge pharmacology test on Monday, and I don’t need this right now. 
 
(CARRIE sits on the couch. DREAM walks to couch and stretches leg on the 
cushion next to where CARRIE is sitting. After a few seconds, CARRIE looks 
up and points at DREAM’s shoes)  
 
      CARRIE 
Those are mine! 
 
DREAM 
What?   
 
CARRIE 
I bought them for the audition. I thought those were boxed away—How’d you get these? 
 
DREAM 
You imagined dancing in these a lot in those months following that awful day. You imagined 
you were at the center stage as Cinderella. Or Juliet.  
  
(DREAM stops stretching on the couch and dances again.) 
 
 
CARRIE 
Can you stop dancing for Christ’s sake? This isn’t Swan Lake. It’s my shitty apartment.  
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DREAM 
(Laughs)  
I can’t stop dancing. You’ve let me re-emerge again tonight—something you haven’t 
allowed in years. I have to try as hard as possible. 
 
CARRIE 
To what? What do you want?  
 
DREAM 
I want you to allow me to live again. 
 
CARRIE 
To live again? 
 
DREAM 
Yes, you know. To dance. Every day. 
 
CARRIE 
Okay, I officially allow you to dance whenever you want. Happy? Now please…disappear.  
 
DREAM 
Think of all of our times together. When you got the solo in Alice in Wonderland? We were 
magnificent! 
 
 
CARRIE 
Yea. That was a great show.  
 
DREAM 
Tell me, what were you thinking about tonight while watching Swanilda dance during Act 
III? 
 
CARRIE 
I was thinking…I was thinking…it was beautiful. The orchestra was great. A very talented 
dancer. What everyone else was thinking. 
 
DREAM 
No, no no.  
 
(DREAM sits down next to Carrie.) 
 
What were you really thinking? 
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CARRIE 
I was thinking how I need to study. 
 
DREAM 
What else? 
 
CARRIE 
That life’s not fair. I don’t know. 
 
 
DREAM 
Just tell me what you really thought, and then I’ll leave for a bit. Easy as that. 
 
CARRIE 
Okay. I was thinking when I saw Swanilda dance… 
 
      DREAM 
Yes. Yes. Go on. 
 
CARRIE 
You promise you’ll leave if I answer? 
 
DREAM 
Promise.      
 
      CARRIE 
I wish it was me. 
 
      DREAM 
Say it again! Louder! 
 
CARRIE 
I said I wish that it was me. That I was Swanilda. 
 
DREAM 
Good! What else? 
 
CARRIE 
  (CARRIE stands up) 
I was thinking…how her form was off in her arms. How I could have done a better cabriole 
than her. 
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DREAM 
Of course. Oh why did you give up on me, Carrie?  
It’s been so difficult to not be able to…move!  
 
(DREAM dances faster.)  
 
I’m getting stronger the more you let me in. The more you give into hope. 
 
 CARRIE  
 
I loved to dance. And the music. Oh gosh. It was if they had written the music just for me. I 
was so upset leaving the show tonight. I could barely hold myself together in front of Ben. 
       
      DREAM 
Is that why you drank a whole bottle of wine?     
 
CARRIE 
Three glasses. 
 
      DREAM 
I’m teasing, my love. 
 
      CARRIE 
But I can’t. It’s too late. Geez, I mean it’s been two years since I even put on my shoes. 
 
         DREAM 
It’s not too late. I know! Put these shoes on. 
  
(DREAM moves to couch and sits to encourage CARRIE to put on shoes.) 
 
CARRIE 
I didn’t always like dancing. It’s all fun-in-games when you’re little, but then comes the day 
when you realize what the hell are you supposed to do without any experience doing 
anything but dance? 
 
DREAM 
It’s worth it!  
(Begins untying shoes.)  
 
CARRIE 
And your career ends so soon. Being a nurse is much more practical. I’m going to make a 
difference in peoples’ lives. 
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DREAM  
But you won’t dance if you become a nurse. 
 
  (CARRIE goes to couch and sits.) 
 
CARRIE 
I know, Dream. But life isn’t all magical. It’s hard, cold, and tough.  
 
DREAM 
But the ballet tells stories of pain, joy, coldness, happiness—everything! That’s the beauty of 
dance. Here--try these on! 
 
CARRIE 
No. I can’t. Being a dancer…there’s no money in it. It’s beautiful, but what’s going to pay 
the bills?  
 
 
DREAM 
That’s what your mother would say. But when you’re as good as you—don’t you just want to 
see what it would feel like one more time? To see what you’ve been missing? 
 
  (DREAM holds up shoes.) 
 
      CARRIE 
I know what I’ve been missing. Blisters, bruises, and breaks. 
 
      DREAM 
Stop being so negative. Don’t your feet miss having that power to turn heads? To 
synchronize with the music? To have a love affair with the audience. 
  
(DREAM winks to the audience.) 
 
      CARRIE 
I suppose it wouldn’t hurt anything just to put them on. 
   
  (CARRIE begins putting shoes on.) 
 
      DREAM 
Doesn’t your body sometimes crave to move? And mean don’t you just wake up each day 
and think, I want to dance?! 
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CARRIE 
It’s not as magical when you get no sleep—everything hurts…some foreign choreographer is 
yelling things at you in French, English, and Russian… 
 
But yes. Sometimes I wish I had my leotard and shoes back on. 
 
DREAM 
They’re fitting! 
 
      CARRIE 
They’re… 
 
DREAM 
They’re just what you imagined. 
 
CARRIE 
I haven’t worn ballet shoes since my last practice at the studio. 
 
  (CARRIE begins to stretch.) 
 
DREAM 
Michael must miss you. He saw such great talent. 
 
CARRIE 
He was a fabulous teacher. 
 
  (Music comes on, and CARRIE attempts to dance.) 
 
DREAM 
See, there you go! Beautiful. You’ll get all of your abilities back if you just let me back in. 
 
(CARRIE stops dancing.) 
CARRIE    
 
I haven’t stretched in months.  I’ve lost my posture. My arms are all wrong. My feet hurt in 
these shoes. 
 
Dream, tell me…what do I have to do to get back to being as good as I was? 
       
DREAM 
Oh, not too much. Take classes every day. 
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CARRIE 
What else? 
 
DREAM 
Lose some weight. But just stop eating those Cheetos at 2a.m., and you’ll be thin in no time!  
  
(DREAM starts to dance.) 
 
Do what I do. You’ll remember. 
 
(CARRIE begins following DREAM’s dance moves. Music from Coppélia 
comes back on.) 
 
      DREAM 
Good, just like that. 
 
      CARRIE 
Okay…I’m doing it.  
 
      DREAM 
Perfect. Move your arms like this. 
 
  (CARRIE and DREAM dance, with DREAM leading.) 
 
Yes—there you go. Look at you! Look at that spirit! Keep your head up. Let them see that 
passion. 
 
      CARRIE 
Oh, Dream!  
  
  (CARRIE hums the music.) 
 
(As the dancing gets more difficult, CARRIE struggles and trips.) 
 
      DREAM 
It’s okay, Care—-get back up. 
 
  (DREAM walks over to help CARRIE.) 
 
      CARRIE 
Dance…it took me away from everything and everyone.  
       
      DREAM 
C’mon, let me help you. 
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      CARRIE 
No. What happens when I fail, and no one is there to fix it? 
       
 
What about then? 
DREAM 
You’ll have fans. You’ll make more connections. Imagine all the people you’ll meet when 
you’re travelling all over. You’ll be in San Francisco and Chicago and then New York— 
 
      CARRIE 
What about Ben? 
 
      DREAM 
The guy from tonight? 
  
(CARRIE nods.) 
 
I’m not a fortune teller, but you know what will happen. I’ll bet you meet some handsome 
choreographer in your company. 
 
CARRIE 
And what about nursing school? I have student loans and I’m deep in the program--  
 
DREAM 
That’s not important. You’re going to be center stage right in the-— 
 
CARRIE 
Tell me. Tell me the truth. Let’s be real. 
 
DREAM 
You’ll never finish.  
 
CARRIE 
You see this is why I gave up. These people put these ideas in your head and convince you 
that you can do anything when you’re little... that the world is at your fingertips. But it’s not! 
It’s not that easy, Dream. I can’t just put on a pair of shoes and give up on something that 
makes sense.  
 
DREAM 
No one asked you to give up dancing, Carrie. No one told you that you weren’t good enough. 
No one told you that you were too old. No one! You gave up even before it got hard. You 
gave up before the greats even become great.  
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CARRIE 
It’s too late. 
 
      DREAM 
No. You still have years. Years! 
 
      CARRIE 
It’s not what I want anymore, Dream.  
 
  (DREAM stops dancing and begins to grow weaker.) 
 
No, Carrie. Don’t say that. Dancing is at the core of your being! 
 
CARRIE 
I wasted so much money of my parents’ money.  
 
DREAM 
They loved seeing you dance. 
 
CARRIE 
But not in the end. It took over our lives. I missed out on my life. My friends. Love.  
 
  (DREAM sits on the floor in pain.) 
 
DREAM 
But you were so happy. 
 
CARRIE 
Was I? All of the strain to be perfect. All the late nights of rehearsals and barely sleeping. 
The injuries.  
  
(DREAM struggles to breathe. Speaks slowly.) 
       
DREAM: 
You’ll wake up ten years from now and regret all of this. I know you will. And it’ll be too 
late! 
 
 (CARRIE takes shoes off.) 
      
CARRIE 
I know. I mean, I might. Life isn’t a ballet, Dream. Dolls don’t come alive. Dreams don’t 
always live out to the end.  
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DREAM 
I don’t know if I’ll survive this. Don’t you see, Carrie? Dancing is what cures your pain. 
 
(CARRIE throws ballet shoes on the floor. Each time the shoe hits the floor, 
DREAM winces as if she were stabbed.) 
 
CARRIE 
When I wake up, I don’t want you to be here. Ever again. You almost ruined everything for 
me. 
 
DREAM  
Don’t let this be the end! Don’t let me die! 
 
(CARRIE goes over and softly squats down to DREAM’s level and raises 
DREAM’s chin in comfort.)  
      
     CARRIE 
 
I have a new dream now.  
 
     FADE TO BLACK 
 
  (MUSIC from Coppélia plays.) 
 
THE END 
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AN EVENING OF ALLI JORDAN: A STAGED READING 
CHARACTERS: 
3 males, 4 females 
ALLI: A young female playwright. Alli is very nervous for her play reading at the local 
theatre. She is in her young-to-mid 20’s, and although professional, she oftentimes will seem 
nervous and anxious to the audience. She’s still trying to find her role in theatre. 
BRYAN: A local director/actor in town who rejected a play of ALLI’s a year ago. He is in 
his late 30’s and has never read the plays that ALLI has written. He comes in last minute to 
play the character of GREG 
JENNY: Actress who plays WAITRESS and SOOKIE 
MACKENZIE: Actress who plays ANNIE and SHELLY 
TIM: Actor who plays MACBETH and DIRECTOR  
HEIDI: The artistic director of the theatre where the stage reading is occurring. She is 
unaware that the play ALLI wrote is based upon actual people. 
SETTING: A theatre. A few chairs. ALLI should sit on the stage and be visible to the 
audience while reading stage directions. All actors read from scripts. 
 
A NOTE TO THE DIRECTOR: The success of this play is the believability of the story. 
Therefore, any names can be changed to match the actors’ actual names wherever the play 
occurs. The whole ordeal is a play. The advertising and the social media promoting the play 
are in a sense, part of the play. It is up to the theatre on whether to include the information 
that the play is a staged reading. The actors should each have a copy of the play even if they 
have the lines memorized. Stage directions that are meant to be read aloud are read aloud by 
ALLI as indicated by the script.  
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     HEIDI: 
Welcome to the ____________ Theatre. My name is Heidi Van, and I am the Curator and 
Artistic Director of the __________________. Cultivating new work is very  important to the 
mission of this theatre, and we’re so excited to have some new work tonight. In our readings, 
we like the playwright to be part of their work, so I have the playwrights read their stage 
directions and introduce their plays. Tonight, we have some short pieces by Alli Jordan, and 
there will be a talk back after tonight’s reading. Your feedback is vital in supporting new 
work and revision. I’ll hand it over to Alli! 
ALLI: 
Thanks, Heidi! Thank you all for coming out tonight! What a good-looking audience. I’m 
Alli Jordan, and we’re going to hear two short plays, “Book Space” and “For the Women.” 
Unfortunately one of my actors playing the character , “Greg” in the second play this evening 
is sick so, Bryan Moses, the associate…the associate artistic director of The Living Room 
Theatre agreed to fill in. He’s on his way! The show must go on! 
The first play tonight is a play based upon when I had to move out of my apartment. I’m a 
book worm, and I needed to downsize. It was so painful to have to choose which books to 
keep or sell, and the books started speaking to me, and I thought, there’s a play in this! We 
have Tim playing Macbeth, representing The Tragedy of Macbeth by William Shakespeare, 
Diana playing Shelly their book owner, and Jenny playing Sookie, from Charlaine Harris’s 
Sookie Stackhouse Series. You may know Sookie are from the HBO show Trueblood. 
Alright, let’s get started! 
     ALLI 
The characters are… 
  (ALLI reads character descriptions.) 
The Scottish king comes alive with battle on his mind. He believes anything written past his 
era is absolute trash. The actor who plays this character should be able to have a Scottish 
accent. Macbeth remains proud throughout the play and realizes the horrors of life and of 
battle who will be played by TIM. 
Representing Charlaine Harris’ book Dead Until Dark, Sookie is 25-year-old Louisiana 
blonde is tough and sweet at the same time. The actress playing this character should have 
the ability to have a Southern accent. Sookie Stackhouse is sweet but feisty. She thinks she 
deserves to be saved but also softens at the thought of Macbeth leaving as well who will be 
played by JENNY. 
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Shelly is the book-owner and ultimate decider on who stays and who goes. She is in her mid 
to late 20’s. MACKENZIE is playing Shelly. 
   (ALLI reads set description.) 
Set Description: The main props necessary for this production are physical books and 
orange stickers for pricing. The play takes place in Shelly’s living room. She is moving in 
with her boyfriend and is downsizing. She has boxes scattered throughout the living room.  
(ALLI reads stage directions.) 
 
Lights rise and MACBETH and SOOKIE stand right-center stage. Boxes are all over the 
living room including pricing labels 
  
(TIM reads MACBETH’s lines, JENNY reads SOOKIE’s lines, and 
MACKNIE reads SHELLY’s lines.) 
 
     MACBETH 
She captured him. 
 
      SOOKIE 
Who? 
 
     MACBETH 
Huckelberry Finn. For Fifty cents.  
 
     SOOKIE 
Was he the one in the shelf below us? 
 
     MACBETH 
Aye. By the one they call America’s Shakespeare. What a blasphemy.  
 
     SOOKIE 
Oh hush now. Mark Twain is a classic. 
      
MACBETH 
Not as classic as I.  
 
     SOOKIE 
You say that now, but I’ll bet you are gonna be the next gator to go! 
 
     MACBETH 
Nonsense! I am one of the most famous tales of all time. Studied by professors of great 
caliber. 
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SOOKIE 
Oh right. You said a professor read you once. 
 
     MACBETH 
Aye. He highlighted me with the utmost detail. 
 
     SOOKIE 
Which is exactly why she’s throwin’ you in the swamp. Who wants a book with a bunch of 
highlighted words?  
     
MACBETH 
Those lines are infamous. Written by the most-celebrated writer of the English language. 
 
     SOOKIE 
You really need to quit reading your own introduction. What lines did this great professor 
mark anyway? 
 
     MACBETH 
Double, double toil and trouble; Fire burn, and cauldron bubble. 
 
     ALLI 
(reads stage direction.) 
 
Sookie laughs. 
 
     MACBETH 
Excuse me madam, but what has tickled thou so? 
 
     SOOKIE 
That is what the professor highlighted? Double Double Trouble Bubble? And this is the 
profound play by William Shakespeare? 
 
     MACBETH 
Listen, you foul-mouthed woman. Yer not even considered “literature”. 
      
SOOKIE 
Don’t you see what my cover says? New York Times Bestseller! 
 
     MACBETH 
All I see is a light-haired prostitute flying with a pale, bloodsucking man. 
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SOOKIE 
People love me. Vampires are all the rage right now. 
 
     MACBETH 
No one studies you. As time dances forward, no one will bear to glance upon thy page. 
 
     SOOKIE 
You’ll be burned in a big-ole fire by then. 
 
 
     MACBETH 
Rats will devour your insides! 
 
     SOOKIE 
She won’t get rid of me.  
 
     MACBETH 
She already murdered that one collection with vampires. I believe it was called Starlight? 
Moonlight? More like Arselight. 
 
      
SOOKIE 
How dare you compare me to that trash! 
 
     MACBETH 
Similar plots madam. 
      
SOOKIE 
The characters are completely different. That Bella. Well she doesn’t have any standards or 
understanding of herself. And people think blondes are dumb as a doorknob—that girl don’t 
even know how to stand in her own boots. 
  
 
And Edward. Not as handsome as Bill. 
 
     MACBETH 
Vampires will not stand the test of time. They will not receive the crown of her desire.  
 
     SOOKIE 
I’m the book she stayed up into three in the mornin’ readin.’I never saw her reading you with 
such enthusiasm. She connects with me. She read me when she was a lonely college girl 
finding her way in this big ole’ world.  
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MACBETH 
She will not seize me from my throne. 
 
      
SOOKIE 
I bet she prices you for two dollars. Gran always said to price things low at garage sales. 
Nobody rich goes to garage sales, you know. The people who come for us--they won’t even 
know how to read a parkin’ ticket.  
 
     MACBETH 
Perhaps three schillings for you.       
 
SOOKIE 
Oh Lordy. Why does she have to be such a tramp and move in with her boyfriend? 
    
ALLI 
  (reads stage direction.) 
 
SHELLY enters stage left with more boxes. 
      
MACBETH 
She has arrived. Stage left. 
 
     SOOKIE 
This aint a play, you loon. 
 
      
MACBETH 
What shall we do to survive this battle?  
 
     SOOKIE 
Maybe we could push the other books off the shelf? Lately Laura Ingalls Wilder has been 
such a cranky bitch.  
  
     MACBETH 
She is marching. Closer. Towards center stage. 
 
     ALLI 
(reads stage direction.) 
 
SHELLY walks towards bookshelf. Where MACBETH and SOOKIE stand. 
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     SOOKIE 
She’s gonna get us! She’s gonna put those ugly orange stickers on us!   
   
 
SHELLY 
What else? 
 
     MACBETH 
Stand still. Let the letters on thy spine catch the light and seduce her mercy. 
      
SOOKIE 
Mack-beth? 
 
     MACBETH 
Yes? 
      
SOOKIE 
Did it hurt, you know, to be highlighted? Did it feel like you were bein’ gutted? 
 
     MACBETH 
The pain was great indeed. A deep dagger in my side. A battle wound for a greater purpose.  
 
     SOOKIE 
I’ve always wanted to know what it was like. To be studied. 
 
ALLI 
  (reads stage direction.) 
  
SHELLY kneels before MACBETH and SOOKIE and reads book titles on bookshelf. 
 
     SHELLY 
Pride and Prejudice.  
 
     ALLI 
  (reads stage direction.) 
 
Puts back on shelf. 
 
     SHELLY 
He’s Just Not that Into You. A dollar?  
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ALLI 
  (reads stage direction.) 
 
Puts orange sticker on book and puts in “sell” box. 
      
SOOKIE 
Mack-beth?      
 
MACBETH 
 
Ye need to be as silent as a serpent before battle.     
 
SOOKIE 
  
I know. I just wanted to hear that one line you always say—one last time.  
 
     MACBETH 
What are you speaking of? 
 
     SOOKIE 
The one I hear you sayin’ in the night sometimes. Will you say it for me? Before the she jams 
that sticker on us?  
 
     MACBETH 
Of course. 
 
 
Tomorrow, and tomorrow, and tomorrow, 
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day, 
To the last syllable of recorded time; 
And all our yesterdays have lighted fools 
The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle! 
Life--- 
 
     ALLI 
  (reads stage direction.) 
 
Interrupted by SHELLY.   
 
SHELLY 
The Southbeach Diet. 
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ALLI 
  (reads stage direction.) 
 
Puts in “sell” box. 
 
     SHELLY 
The DaVinci Code. 
  
ALLI 
  (reads stage direction.) 
 
Puts in “sell” box. 
 
     SHELLY 
Sex Positions for Every Day of the Year.  
  
     ALLI 
  (reads stage direction.) 
 
SHELLY pauses and sneakily puts back on the shelf. 
  
     MACBETH 
I would ask thee to read a line from within, but I simply do not like thy prose. 
 
     SOOKIE 
It’s alright. You don’t know how to preciate my plot. 
 
     SHELLY 
Macbeth. Shakespeare. I believe I got you for that English course. Hmmm. A classic. 
 
     SOOKIE 
Oh just keep him! I know he’s a stuck-up, ambitious king, but…he has a heart!  
 
     SHELLY 
Charlaine Harris’s Sookie Stackhouse Series. Dead Until Dark. Ah. Some steamy moments. 
 
     ALLI  
  (reads stage direction.) 
 
SHELLY steps back and examines other books. SOOKIE addresses SHELLY.  
   
SOOKIE 
Steamy for sure! You can’t get rid of me! You wished to be kissed like this 
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     ALLI 
  (reads stage direction.) 
 
 SOOKIE acts out prose. SHELLY cannot hear her. 
 
     SOOKIE 
He longed for  my neck and kissed me deeply. He kissed me as I had never been kissed. The 
kiss lasted so long…fireworks were erupting in my insides…    
 
MACBETH 
 
Please shut thy page. 
 
     SHELLY 
On second thought, I’ll just watch Trueblood on HBO. Fifty cents. 
 
     SOOKIE 
Fifty cents! Mack-beth! Do something! This isn’t fair. 
     
     ALLI 
  (reads stage direction.) 
 
SHELLY begins dragging SOOKIE into a box. SOOKIE struggles. 
 
     MACBETH 
Fair is foul, and foul is fair. Goodbye, Madam. I promise some fellow will read you in a 
fortnight. 
 
     ALLI 
  (reads stage direction.) 
 
SHELLY puts price tag over Sookie’s mouth.   
 
 
SHELLY 
As for you, King Macbeth. I have the Complete Works of William Shakespeare on my 
Kindle.  
      
MACBETH 
This cannot be my end! 
 
 
     SHELLY 
I’m gonna need a bigger box. 
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     ALLI  
  (reads stage direction.) 
 
SHELLY exits to go get a new box. 
 
      
MACBETH 
Out, out brief candle. Life is but a walking shadow, a poor player that struts and frets his 
hour upon the stage and then is heard no more: 
      
ALLI 
  (reads stage direction.) 
 
SHELLY re-enters guides MACBETH into a box. 
 
     MACBETH 
 
It is a tale told by an idiot, full of sound and fury, signifying nothing. 
      
ALLI 
  (reads stage direction.) 
 
SHELLY puts a pricing sticker over MACBETH’s mouth. 
LIGHT fades into Blackout.      
THE END 
 
(APPLAUSE FROM AUDIENCE. BRYAN walks in) 
 
     ALLI 
Thank you! Alright, Bryan’s here so we’ll go ahead and get started on the next play! 
 
(BRYAN comes to stage.) 
Let’s give a round of applause for Bryan for saving the day! 
So this next play is a meta-theatre piece, a play within the play. It’s called, “For the Women,” 
and it’s about a young  playwright who has her play rejected. 
 
   ALLI 
(ALLI reads character descriptions) 
 
ANNIE is a young-20’s female playwright, and she’ll be played by Marianne. 
 
In his late 30’s, GREG is a director in town. He thinks he’s VIP. And this isn’t New York. Or 
even Chicago. Tall, dark, and mysterious, he’s an associate director at a hip local theatre, but 
he’s broke. He doesn’t dress up. He’s the cool kid sipping martinis and smoking cigarettes in  
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     ALLI (cont’d) 
the wee hours of the night with other theatre folk. He’s had some recent local success. He’s 
cool. He’s talented. BRYAN will be reading for him. 
  
JOE is the actor playing GREG.  
 
The DIRECTOR is an older guide for ANNIE. Male. Soothing but firm. Tim will be playing 
the Director. 
   (ALLI gestures to the actors.) 
 
The WAITRESS is in her late teens/early 20’s. A newer actress. The waitress will be played 
by Jenny. 
 
The play takes place at a simple restaurant during lunch time. A table with two chairs. 
DIRECTOR sits either in the audience or off to the 
 
ALLI 
   (reads stage directions.) 
 
Scene 1. Lights up and ANNIE sits sipping water and looking at menu. GREG walks in. 
      
ANNIE 
Hey! 
      
GREG 
Hi. 
    
     ALLI 
 
  (reads stage directions.) 
 
GREG sits down. 
 
     ANNIE 
Did you walk here?  
 
     GREG 
I walk everywhere.  
 
      
ANNIE 
Gotcha.  
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ANNIE (cont’d) 
I saw your pictures on Facebook of your niece and nephew. Adorable. Were you at 
Disneyworld? 
      
     GREG 
Disneyland. Yea, they’re cute. I get to have fun and then hand them back to their parents. Not 
my responsibility.  
 
     ANNIE 
Good point. I can’t wait for my sister to have kids. Aunt Annie, doesn’t that just sound 
adorable? 
 
     GREG 
They didn’t really work well with attracting women. I’d meet someone and then one of them 
would whine, “I gotta go peeee!” 
 
     ANNIE 
I guess you need a dog to attract the ladies? 
 
     ALLI 
 
  (reads stage directions) 
 
WAITRESS enters and comes up to table. 
 
     WAITRESS 
Can I get you something to drink? 
 
     GREG 
Just a water. 
     
     ALLI 
 
  (reads stage directions) 
 
WAITRESS exits.     
 
GREG  
Ray won’t let me have a dog at the theatre. 
 
     ANNIE 
Can’t you just leave your dog at home? 
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GREG 
I live on the second floor. 
 
     ANNIE 
Oh. Well, you don’t want a dog barking during shows. Maybe a cat? 
 
     GREG 
I hate cats. They do whatever the hell they want.  
 
     ANNIE 
Oh. I’m a cat person. 
 
     GREG 
I bet.  
 
     ANNIE 
So what are you going to order? 
 
     GREG 
I really want the pear salad, but I want to add strawberries. 
 
     ANNIE 
Just get it with strawberries. 
 
     GREG 
Maybe 
 
     ANNIE 
If that’s what you want, just get it. Women do that all the time. 
 
     GREG 
What do you mean? 
 
     ANNIE 
You know women. When they order, they always substitute every ingredient that’s listed on 
the menu.  
       
      
ANNIE 
When I waitress, they seem to change everything. 
  
Are you still serving at Stella’s? 
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     GREG 
Some. 
 
     ALLI 
  (reads stage direction) 
 
WAITRESS comes back with water. 
 
     WAITRESS 
There you go. What would you like? 
 
     ANNIE 
I’ll have the reuben with the garden salad. 
 
     GREG 
I’ll do the half sandwich combo with the pear salad. Can I do the strawberries instead of 
pears? 
 
     WAITRESS 
Sure. 
 
     GREG 
And can I have the bigger half of the sandwich? 
 
     WAITRESS 
You want the whole sandwich? 
 
     GREG 
No. The bigger half. 
 
     WAITRESS 
You want half a sandwich? 
 
     ANNIE 
  
He’s messing with you—he’s joking! 
 
     WAITRESS 
Right! That’ll be ready in a couple minutes. 
 
ALLI 
  (reads stage direction). 
 
WAITRESS walks away 
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     ANNIE 
I don’t think she appreciated your humor. 
 
  (BRYAN struggles to say the next lines.) 
 
     GREG 
I don’t care what the hell she thinks. Why would I care what she thinks? 
 
     ANNIE 
Eh…okay. Good for you. 
 
     GREG 
I…don’t give a damn what anyone thinks.  
 
I wanted to do this in person. Thought it’d be better to discuss your play. I gotta be honest, I 
had a hard time getting into it. 
 
     ANNIE 
Oh, that’s okay. I mean if you don’t like it, it’s okay.  
 
     GREG 
I felt like it was your… manifesto for why you’re single. 
      
 
     ANNIE 
My manifesto for being single? 
 
     GREG 
I could really hear the author’s voice… 
 
     ANNIE 
Okay 
 
     GREG 
And I didn’t like that. 
 
     ANNIE 
Hmmm  
      
GREG 
It reminded me of Nora Ephron. 
 
 
48 
 
     ANNIE 
Oh! Good. 
 
     GREG 
I hate Nora Ephron. 
 
     ANNIE 
She just died! 
 
     GREG 
Good. 
 
      
I felt like this type of play shouldn’t be done. Romantic comedy? I mean you never see that 
on stage. There’s a reason it’s not done.  
 
     ANNIE 
Which is why I wanted to write it. If you didn’t like it, it’s fine. Really. 
 
     GREG 
And...a lot of stereotypes. The strawberries. Like when you said all women replace their 
ingredients in their salad—I thought, ah ha! Like in her play.  
 
I write plays I want to direct or see. I wouldn’t want to see this play. 
 
     ALLI 
  (reads stage direction.) 
 
JOE looks at DIRECTOR and stands up 
 
 (BRYAN is confused and does not read JOE’s next line.) 
 
     ALLI 
That’s you, Bryan. 
 
     BRYAN 
What? 
 
     ALLI 
You’re both Greg and Joe. Joe is the actor playing Greg.  
 
     BRYAN 
Oh okay sorry. I get it. Okay. 
 
49 
 
     GREG/JOE 
Hold up. I’m sorry, this guy is a prick. I don’t think somebody would actually say that. 
 
     DIRECTOR 
Annie? 
 
     ANNIE 
That’s what he said. 
 
     GREG/JOE 
I don’t think he actually said that. Or that the audience is going to believe this script. It’s all 
one-sided. The poor innocent girl! 
 
     ANNIE 
I’m…I wrote this—okay? I don’t want— 
 
     DIRECTOR 
Annie. You said you’d be open to line edits. 
 
     GREG/JOE 
This isn’t realistic. What’s the point? So you can show how…eh… some asshole didn’t like 
your play. 
  
(BRYAN glares at ALLI.) 
 
     ANNIE 
You don’t understand. This was all because I wouldn’t sleep with him. 
 
   
     GREG/JOE 
How do you know that? 
 
     ANNIE 
Read between the lines. 
 
     GREG/JOE 
What if he just didn’t like your play? 
 
     ANNIE 
Well yea! He didn’t like my play because it was about a woman. 
 
     DIRECTOR 
Annie… 
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     GREG/JOE 
He didn’t like your play because it was about a woman? Hmmm…that doesn’t make much 
sense.  
 
     ANNIE 
He loves masculine plays.  
      
BRYAN 
Okay 
      
ANNIE 
It’s a real thing.  
 
DIRECTOR 
The play does seem to be one-sided. We could give Greg more depth. 
 
     ANNIE 
He’s a misogynistic prick who sleeps with every actress in town!  
 
These are the things he said to me. He’s mad I didn’t come over at two in the morning to 
discuss my play with him, okay? It was all a lie. He never was going to put on my play. He 
just wanted to get in my pants. 
 
(BRYAN begins to recognize that this play is about him and begins to say the 
lines quickly without emotion.) 
 
 
GREG/JOE 
Did he get in your pants? 
 
ANNIE 
No. Joe. He didn’t. 
 
GREG/JOE 
And that’s why he didn’t put your play on… at the theatre across the street? 
 
ANNIE 
Yes! 
 
DIRECTOR 
Annie, I think Joe might be right about the character depth with Greg. You want the audience 
to see the rise and fall of the journey. 
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ANNIE 
You both said you liked it when I sent it to you.  
 
     GREG/JOE 
But now that we’re really doing it—I just… 
 
     ANNIE 
You don’t have to like your own character, Joe.  
 
     DIRECTOR 
Hold it together. Why don’t we try an improvised scene? 
 
     GREG/JOE 
Maybe I should read whatever play he read of yours. 
 
     ANNIE 
That’s a full length play. I don’t think that’s necessary— 
 
     DIRECTOR 
Why don’t you email a copy to Joe for tomorrow— 
 
     ANNIE 
What happened doesn’t matter! This is this play. Not that play. 
 
     GREG/JOE 
It seems to matter. 
 
     DIRECTOR 
With a new play, we need to consider all the options.  
 
     ANNIE 
This goes on next week—we don’t have time— 
 
     GREG/JOE 
  (BRYAN emphasizes this line towards ALLI.) 
 
Annie…It’s bad! Okay? I don’t want to sleep with you. And I’m telling you…this play…it’s 
bad! 
 
 
     ANNIE 
I’m paying you to act… 
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     BRYAN 
Really?  How much? 
      
ALLI 
  (reads stage direction.) 
 
WAITRESS walks in. 
      
WAITRESS 
I haven’t heard my cue! 
    
     ALLI 
 
  (reads stage direction.) 
 
WAITRESS comes on stage confused. 
 
     ANNIE 
Do you think my play is bad too? 
 
     WAITRESS 
It’s super! I’m so excited to make my debut! 
      
     DIRECTOR 
Cry. 
      
ANNIE 
Don’t. 
 
     WAITRESS 
Don’t tell her that! 
 
     DIRECTOR 
You want to be weak? Cry. That’s it. Let’s see the tears. 
 
     ANNIE 
You two…are no better… 
      
     WAITRESS 
It’s okay. 
 
     DIRECTOR 
We are better. We’re here. Cry it out. 
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     ANNIE 
I’m a professional.  
 
     DIRECTOR 
And he didn’t treat you like a professional.  
      
     ANNIE 
I’m acting like a stupid girl!  
 
      
DIRECTOR 
That’s right. But you aren’t a stupid girl, Annie. You’re here. You’re here in the small theatre 
making art. And that’s remarkable. 
 
 
     ANNIE 
I’m an award winning playwright, and he tricked me. I know I’m young, but…He said he 
was going to produce my play. The minute I don’t accept his invitations to come over late at 
night, he tears…tears me apart. 
 
     BRYAN 
Wow. 
      
DIRECTOR 
You want this to show him? This play? “For the Women” as you’ve titled it. You want this 
play to show him how he messed up? He messed up, passed up on the best female 
playwright— screw female—the best playwright in town? 
 
      
ANNIE 
Of course! This is my revenge!  
 
     GREG/JOE 
Let’s rewrite it. 
 
     ANNIE 
What? 
 
     GREG/JOE 
The Nora Ephron bit is good. 
 
     WAITRESS 
Who is Nora Ephron? 
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     DIRECTOR 
Let’s improvise. Let’s make her smarter. 
 
     ANNIE 
She’s a waitress. 
 
     DIRECTOR 
Enough with stereotypes. Let’s make her—you stronger. 
 
     GREG/JOE 
Yea. 
 
     ANNIE 
Okay. 
 
     DIRECTOR 
Maybe she’s ready for him to destroy her play.  
 
     GREG/JOE 
Yea. And she’s got so many other theatres interested. 
 
     WAITRESS 
Yea! 
 
     ANNIE 
Okay… 
 
      
GREG/JOE 
Show her as sneaky. A business woman. Not just some girl who sits here all sad and 
offended. 
 
     ANNIE 
So she tricks him. Tells him that she’s got all of the other theatres lined up… 
 
     DIRECTOR 
And she makes him pay a lot of money for the rights to the script. 
 
     ANNIE 
It’s not about the money. 
 
     GREG/JOE 
What? 
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     ANNIE 
I want my play to enter the world. I want people to know and love my characters— 
 
     DIRECTOR 
Take yourself seriously. 
 
  
This prick—yes, prick—at least as you’ve written him—he doesn’t take you seriously 
because you act like a little girl. You fell easily in his plan. Gave him your script way too 
fast. 
 
     ANNIE 
I can’t do this.  
 
 
     WAITRESS 
Do I get more lines? 
 
      
DIRECTOR 
Show biz, Annie. This is a collaborative process. We have a show to put on— 
 
     ANNIE 
It’s not good! Nothing I write is good! I’m not strong enough to handle the rejection 
anymore. That was my chance to show him that I’m strong. But I can’t— 
      
ALLI 
  (reads stage direction.) 
 
ANNIE grabs her things. 
  
     GREG/JOE 
This is your chance. 
 
     DIRECTOR 
You’re letting this guy destroy you. 
 
     ANNIE 
You don’t think it’s good? Two more men who don’t think it’s good… 
 
     DIRECTOR 
You’re upset because two people, who happen to be men, think it needs improvement? 
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     ANNIE 
Don’t make it about men! 
 
     DIRECTOR 
You have to take criticism! 
 
     WAITRESS 
I’m getting a soda. I don’t do well around drama. 
 
     ALLI 
  (reads stage direction.) 
 
WAITRESS exits temporarily. 
 
     DIRECTOR 
This is art—make this art. Make this a piece the audience loves. Make us love her, not feel 
sorry for her. 
 
     ANNIE 
Fine. Let’s re-do it.  
 
     DIRECTOR 
Take a breath. Remember why you started to do this in the first place. 
      
ANNIE 
For the money! 
      
Guys, that was a joke. You can laugh. 
 
     GREG/JOE 
I’m smiling? 
 
     ANNIE 
Let’s try this again. I want you to improv your lines. Just do—say—what feels right. Take 
risks. We should all take risks! I’m rewriting my character.  
 
     ALLI 
(reads stage directions.) 
 
ANNIE and Joe get to their places. 
 
     DIRECTOR 
Okay, lights up.  
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(DIRECTOR says stage directions.) 
 
Scene 1. Lights up and ANNIE sits sipping water and looking at menu. GREG walks in. 
      
ANNIE 
Hey! 
      
GREG 
Hi. 
     ALLI 
  (reads stage direction.) 
 
ANNIE sits down. 
 
     ANNIE 
Did you walk here?  
 
     GREG 
I walk everywhere.  
 
     ANNIE 
Yea. When you don’t have a car, that sucks. You could bike?    
      
 
GREG 
Perhaps. 
      
ANNIE 
I’m glad we’re discussing my play over lunch. I want to give your theatre first dibs to my 
play, but I do have a few other people who are interested. Have you had a nice summer? 
 
     GREG 
Yea, I was just with my niece and nephew at Disneyland. 
 
     ANNIE 
Fun. 
 
  (BRYAN hesitates to say next line.) 
 
 
     GREG 
They didn’t really work well with attracting women. I’d meet someone and then one of them 
would whine, “I gotta go peeee!” 
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     ANNIE 
You use your niece and nephew to get women?  
 
     GREG 
I wouldn’t put it that way— 
 
     ANNIE 
The Disney Princesses probably don’t fall for that. 
      
     BRYAN 
(To ALLI.) 
 
Really? 
     ALLI 
  (reads stage direction.) 
 
WAITRESS enters and comes up to table 
 
     WAITRESS 
Can I get you something to drink? 
 
     GREG 
Just a water. 
  
     ALLI 
  (reads stage direction.) 
 
WAITRESS exits. 
 
     ANNIE 
You could try a dog for attracting women. Just a suggestion.     
 
GREG  
Ray won’t let me have a dog at the theatre. 
 
     ANNIE 
Don’t want a dog barking during shows. Maybe a cat? 
 
     GREG 
I hate cats. They do whatever the hell they want.  
 
     ANNIE 
A director does like to have control. 
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ANNIE (cont’d) 
  
So what are you going to order? 
 
     GREG 
I really want the pear salad, but I want to add strawberries. 
 
     ANNIE 
Just get it with strawberries. 
 
     GREG 
Maybe 
 
     ANNIE 
If that’s what you want, just get it. We can’t control many things in life, but it feels get to just 
order whatever the hell you want. 
 
     GREG 
 
Then I’ll get the strawberries. 
 
     ANNIE 
That’s what I love about women. They’re willing to dare to order something that’s not even 
on the menu. They won’t confine themselves to the parameters of the menu. They see 
possibilities and ask for them.    
 
     GREG 
That was deep. 
 
     ALLI 
        (reads stage direction.) 
 
WAITRESS comes back without water. 
 
     WAITRESS 
There you go. 
 
(To DIRECTOR) 
They already have water. I forgot to re-set! 
 
DIRECTOR 
Keep going! 
 
 
60 
 
WAITRESS  
 What would you like? 
 
     ANNIE 
I’ll have the Reuben on wheat bread. And perhaps some fresh fruit? Do you have fresh fruit? 
 
     WAITRESS 
Eh…No. 
 
     DIRECTOR 
Say yes! 
 
     WAITRESS 
Yes! 
 
     ANNIE 
Okay, great.  
 
     GREG 
I’ll do the half sandwich combo with the pear salad. Can I do the strawberries instead of 
pears? 
 
     WAITRESS 
Sure. 
 
     GREG 
And can I have the bigger half of the sandwich? 
 
     WAITRESS 
You want the whole sandwich? 
 
     GREG 
No. The bigger half. 
 
     WAITRESS 
You want half a sandwich? 
     
 
ANNIE 
He’s messing with you—he’s joking! 
 
     WAITRESS 
Right. That’ll be ready in a couple minutes. 
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     ALLI 
 (reads stage direction.) 
 
WAITRESS walks away. 
 
     ANNIE 
I don’t think she appreciated your humor. 
 
 
     GREG 
I don’t care what the hell she thinks. Why would I care what she thinks? 
 
     ANNIE 
Eh…okay. Good for you. 
 
     GREG 
I don’t give a damn what anyone thinks.  
 
     ALLI 
  (reads stage direction.) 
 
ALLI nods. Sorry. Ha. ANNIE nods 
   
   BRYAN 
Yeah. 
 
     ALLI 
It’s your line. 
 
     GREG  
 
I wanted to do this in person. Thought it’d be better to discuss your play. I gotta be honest, I 
had a hard time getting into it. 
 
     ANNIE 
Did you read the whole play? 
 
     GREG 
Of course. I felt like it was your… manifesto for why you’re single. 
 
 
     ANNIE 
I’m not single. I’m not in the play.  
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     GREG 
I could really hear the author’s voice… 
  
 
     ANNIE 
Great. 
 
     GREG 
And I didn’t like that. 
 
     ANNIE 
Why? 
 
     GREG 
I mean people don’t like to always have the author’s voice in every character. 
      
ANNIE 
Have you studied linguistics or speech patterns in college? 
      
GREG 
No? 
 
     ANNIE 
Okay. Those characters, all my characters have a lot of me in them and a lot of people I 
know, and a lot of people I don’t know. If you don’t like the play, it’s okay. I’m a big girl. I 
don’t owe you an explanation, and you don’t owe me a long explanation for why you hate the 
play.  
 
     GREG 
I don’t hate your play. 
 
     ANNIE 
Then why are we here? Why don’t you send out a professional email explaining that my play 
did not make the cut? 
 
     GREG 
I thought this would be…kinder. 
 
 
      
ANNIE 
I do appreciate in-person. There’s so much emotion we lose from emails and texts, but I 
don’t see this as kind. Tell me what you hated specifically. Tell me what has potential. Don’t 
break my spirit. 
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     GREG 
I felt like this type of play shouldn’t be done. Romantic comedy? I mean you never see that 
on stage. There’s a reason it’s not done.  
 
     ANNIE 
It’s not done at your theatre.  
 
     BRYAN 
   
C’mon. 
 
     ANNIE 
I wanted to write something new. Movies have millions of viewers whereas theatre…well not 
so much. Why not look at all genres of art to gather inspiration? 
 
     GREG 
I agree. 
 
     ANNIE 
What happens at the end of the play? 
 
     GREG 
What do you mean? 
 
     ANNIE 
What happens at the end of the play I gave you? 
 
     GREG 
I didn’t make it through the rest of the play. 
 
     ANNIE 
How far did you get? 
 
     GREG. 
I- 
 
     BRYAN 
Fuck. 
 
(BRYAN struggles with reading and then saying the next line.) 
      
GREG 
I browsed it. 
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     ALLI 
  (reads stage direction.) 
 
WAITRESS brings out food 
 
     DIRECTOR 
 
Waitress, do not interrupt this energy! 
      
 
     WAITRESS 
I’m sorry! 
      
ALLI 
  (reads stage direction.) 
      
WAITRESS exits. 
 
     DIRECTOR 
Start a few lines up. 
 
     ANNIE 
 
How far did you get in the play? 
 
(BRYAN does not read line, even though the script calls him to.) 
 
     ANNIE 
  (ANNIE points to BRYAN’s script.) 
Bottom of 22. 
 
     ALLI 
  (ALLI prompts BRYAN.) 
I browsed it. 
 
(From this point on, all lines are memorized, no actors are reading from 
script.) 
 
      
BRYAN 
I know.  
(BRYAN continues to not read script.) 
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     HEIDI 
Bryan? 
 
     BRYAN 
I can’t do this…I’m sorry…This is… 
  
     ALLI 
Bryan? 
 
     BRYAN 
You can seriously fuck off. 
Seriously. 
I mean, what the fuck, Alli? 
 
     ALLI 
What? 
 
     BRYAN 
Really?! 
Fuck this. 
I’m done. 
 
(BRYAN starts to exit.) 
      
HEIDI 
Bryan. 
 
     BRYAN 
Did you read this script? 
 
     ALLI 
It was my idea to put you in it. When you said you agreed to fill in, I thought it was meant to 
be. 
 
     BRYAN 
Meant to be? Huh?! 
Did you do this to totally destroy my character? 
 
     ALLI 
This isn’t you. 
     
BRYAN 
What? 
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ALLI 
You were just inspiration for the character. 
 
  (BRYAN grabs script and goes to front of script.) 
 
     BRYAN 
In his late 30’s, Greg is a director in town. He thinks he’s VIP. And this isn’t New York. Or 
even Chicago. 
OR EVEN Chicago?   
Are you that stupid? 
 
     ALLI 
I’m not putting down Chicago 
 
(Other actors on stage playing DIRECTOR, ANNIE and WAITRESS are 
shocked and silent.) 
  
     BRYAN 
No.  What you’re actually doing is putting down Kansas City. 
 
     ALLI 
That’s not…This…It’s not you. 
      
BRYAN 
  (reads script.) 
“Tall, dark, and mysterious, he’s an associate director at a hip local theatre,” 
It’s Associate artistic director. 
Learn the difference. 
   
  (continues reading from script.) 
 
“but he’s broke. He doesn’t dress up…” 
      
Alli. C’mon. Not me? 
     ALLI 
I just used you as an inspiration.      
 
 
BRYAN 
I filled in tonight for your play reading to be nice, and this… 
 
Do you understand how you’re compromising my job? 
     
      
67 
 
ALLI 
What? 
 
     BRYAN 
Do you understand how you’re compromising my job? 
 
     ALLI 
It wasn’t my intention to— 
 
     BRYAN 
I could give a damn about your intentions. Okay? This is fucking slander. Actually it’s libel. 
I could sue you for this.  
 
     ALLI 
Bryan, you need to calm down. 
 
     BRYAN 
Oh, you’re right!! I’m way overreacting right now. 
 
     HEIDI 
Bryan. 
 
     BRYAN 
And I never tried to sleep with you. 
 
     ALLI 
I know. 
 
     BRYAN 
Do you?! 
     
     ALLI 
Yes. 
 
     BRYAN 
So you don’t see why I’d be a little pissed off about making me into a character that rejects 
scripts—my job—because someone won’t sleep with me?! 
       
 
ALLI 
This is just a play. This is fiction based on some of our conversations when you rejected my 
play.      
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BRYAN 
This is about you making me a villain. 
 
     ALLI 
Bryan— 
 
     BRYAN 
And how the fuck dare you bring my niece and nephew into your sick whatever this is— 
 
     HEIDI 
Okay.  Let’s take a break. 
   
(HEIDI comes to stage.) 
 
     BRYAN 
The part about how I “browsed your play?” Now people will think I don’t read scripts. I can 
tell in the first 20 pages if it’s good or not. I know you’re just a baby in this world, but that’s 
what a lot of literary managers do. I read 20 pages of your play. Not browsed, read! 
And it WAS crap. It was like a failed imitation of Nora Ephron’s failed imitation of herself 
30 years ago. One sided….whatever the opposite of misogynistic is…crap! 
 
     ALLI 
You don’t have to be rude. 
 
     BRYAN 
And you didn’t have to vomit up your shit all over my name. 
 
     ALLI 
This is embarrassing. 
 
     BRYAN 
Really? 
      
ALLI 
Yes! 
 
     BRYAN 
For who?  
 
     ALLI  
This was never my intention. I wanted to write a play about rejection and art…and how 
someone deals with that…the layers of a situation. I tried to present both sides. 
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BRYAN 
Well, you failed. You failed fucking horribly. I’m done. I’m sorry, Heidi. I didn’t mean to 
cause a scene. 
 
  (BRYAN leaves in a hurry.) 
 
     ALLI 
I’m so embarrassed.  
  
(ALLI faces the audience.) 
     
Thank you for coming. I want to say…I didn’t, I didn’t mean…I just want you all to know 
that he did…he said those things. He really did invite me over at 2 a.m.! This is the truth. The 
truth... How else will they hear me? I apologize for the drama— 
 
(ALLI exits out opposite way that BRYAN exited, HEIDI might follow. As  
seconds go by, the two come back on stage and say the last line together 
holding hands.) 
 
     BRYAN/ALLI 
End of play. 
 
 
     DIRECTOR 
Lights out!! 
 
THE END.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
70 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I. Stage-Bound 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
71 
 
Beneath the Light, Stage-Bound and Ankle-Cuffed     
The stage lights melt my pores,  
but if you want me to play 
a mad rodeo clown seeking 
romance in the time of diphtheria, 
 
I must be in every show. 
Don’t say I’m too old to play 
Lady Macbeth before I spell-bind  
the audience with shattering soliloquys. 
 
If you give me a costume, I can act 
all the parts moustached, glittered, girdled. 
Unsex me now and watch how I sell  
out every night, knife in hand, 
 
ready to steam over the lead until I steal  
another scene. Woman or man? I play all. 
Give me a play about a pilot seeking 
vengeance, and watch me fly off stage. 
 
The King and I? Why, I can act the slave and the mighty. 
The silk wraps my innocence tightly; the skin paint 
hides me precisely, but if the cops handcuff  
my show-girl ankles and gag my monologue, 
 
be sure to extend the season, break down 
the walls for more seats—for the trial of the century 
takes the light on both sides of the stage.  
 
Let my picture be the playbill cover. Let me fill 
your whole bloody season. I’ll show you 
how murder and wrinkles makes the best 
publicity in this world of dying art. 
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The First Damsel in Distress 
 Never get caught acting—Lillian Gish 
We play your scenes again and again, how you grasp for breath, arms wailing for someone to 
catch the truth. Is she acting or dying? Damsel in White, birthed in barley bourbon and 
vaudevillian violins, did you enjoy touring from nickel-show to dime-show, men kissing your 
baby hands? Or would you rather have been a pin-up woman, torn and numb? Or a mother 
with needled thumbs? You lay there in your silent shrieks and heightened hysteria, portraying 
the woman in white. The black screen gives us your made up words: Oh no! Help me, Help 
me! The current capsizes you in your fated role. The reel keeps winding as the waves keep 
rolling. Silent film star, who birthed a nation—almost drowned in the river to catch the 
diamond-lit shot. Lillian Gish, why pose for the shot so long, hearing death’s call from the 
cold waters? Let us hear your voice. Scream, scream, scream. Transform the genre, transcend 
the screen—rip out the words, rip open pleas.  
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The Death Self: Abramovic & Ulay 
 
You say you want to breathe me in until 
the lights grow numb, and we become one self, 
mirrored lungs sucking ecstasy. In art, 
we bet on who can last longest, who can 
breathe dioxide and still sustain the length 
of the stroke’s brush. Your breath forced me full. 
Our performance takes stage. How long will we 
inhale our poisoned grey air? If we allow 
our mouths parting, who will first fall—succumb 
to oxygen’s tempting exit call? 
The dioxide poisons us both, until 
our short, quick death disrupts the unity 
and the applause wakes us once more.  
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Final Bow: Abramovic & Ulay 
Let us unhook among this great China 
Wall. You start where the sun is born, 
and I’ll set from the west. This walk our last 
performance, these stones our ending set. 
 
Inhale the smell of dried cherry blossoms, waving  
us on our solo parades. Look now before the snow 
shakes the lacquered-white petals once more.  
 
They paint us from the mountain top 
two dots smearing along the ancient path. 
 
Will they paint us as two lovers walking goodbye 
or as two gray cicadas emerging from the earth, 
 
looking for the light too soon. 
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Missing Girl  
  
The German shepherds bark my name, smelling  
my molded scent 
until the rain stifles the trail. 
 
Flashlights create a laser show, thumping boots dance. 
The wild grass tickles the volunteers’ ankles, 
mosquitoes lapping the open pores. 
 
Maps mark abandoned searches, 
missing girl fliers yellow and rip. 
Come closer, this way, not there— 
 
If I sing my last day: 
Jump rope spree 
Spelling bee 
Flashlight tag by the creek, 
Then maybe you’ll hear my muffled tune.  
 
If I sing my name, then maybe you’ll hear. 
If I scream my name, then maybe 
you can hear. 
 
But if the barks deafen 
your ears, and the trails run too steep, 
 
Know that the earth keeps me warm,  
cocooning the songs I sing.  
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A Ghazal for the Bishop of Broadway 
 from Leslie Carter 
 
Write me a play Mr. Belasco, with death-red scenes and carotenes. 
Place me in the light, hands gripped by melodramatic men in play. 
 
I will be your Heart of Maryland and Golden Girl of the West. 
In the night, I will bow to your holy words. Oh, write me one more play.  
 
Kiss your feet, dear father, I diligently do. The murals above collage 
our stage love. The divorcee, the scandal, buys the seats in the next play. 
 
The crowd beckons for Miss Leslie Carter. Oh, Bishop of Broadway, 
deliver them their ruined sweetheart, reckless in play. 
 
Marrying again, some see as a sin, but I am devoted to you.  
Miss Leslie Carter, headliner name! I must be in all of your plays. 
 
You taught me how to sway my hips to your swift dialogue— 
my monologues and sweet trembles arouse the spot-lit tears I play. 
 
To you, I confess my wrinkles grow deeper, but I swear I can still wear 
the six-foot wigs, the tiny gowns of swinging bells that titillate the playful 
 
crowd. Write me one more show, Mr. Belasco. I belong under your light. 
Vaudeville throw-a-way, twice-a-day, I will not play. 
 
Teach me how to mesmerize fans with the mere sound of my voice. 
One more time, you and I, let us lavish the last play. 
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How a No-Name Becomes a Headliner 
ACT ONE: 
 (in a 19
th
 century melodrama) 
The train lights blink and drag on cue, the choo choo unfurling. 
 You tie her down, the wheat-blond ropes fixed in place. 
THE YOUNG WOMAN  
(in red and too much rouge, eyebrows raised, hitting shrill screams to the crowd) 
You play THE VILLAIN 
(tall, dark and blue) 
 The stage lights shutter. Looming danger ahead.  
 Who knows the way out of the tunnel? 
Her screams persuade you. You rescue THE YOUNG WOMAN right before the 
sound of the body stripped in two. 
As you save her, she sneaks the plastic knife in your ribs.  
 In your ecstasy of death, her pleasure cultivates as the curtains close.  
What a lovely old play, you say, as you dab the ketchup from your shirt. 
ACT TWO: (in the moldy reality of apartments) 
You lead her home after autographs. She is the INNOCENT YOUNG ACTRESS, 
you are the OLD ACTOR VYING TO ESCAPE BOREDOM 
(assure her stardom, a champagne dress.) 
 The mattress sinks beneath your weight, her fingers teasing 
 the buttons of your stained shirt. 
You take her bait. She suggests: 
 Your turn, allow me tie you tight. 
INNOCENT YOUNG ACTRESS double cast as the MURDERESS 
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 (a hidden knife in chemise, lodged in position). 
 The lights dimmed, the MURDERESS whispers with projection: 
I can make it without you. 
 She closes the gossamer curtains from the moonlight and takes 
position. The bed posts applause, as you smile.  
In your ear, she gives your advice back: 
 Act as if you don’t know what happens next.  
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Cocktails with Eurydice 
 after Terrance Hayes 
When the disco ball starts turnin’  
with the bar full of men part of me loves— 
the part that stands along the poles waiting 
for Orpheus to sing my name, I fall into a prisoned trance. 
 
The only gal to leave 
the joint says she did not escape,  
was turned to smut in the brutal light,  
found a man,  made good babies,  
had her own business and stripped her own songs, 
until she became a fat wife. I know fat lives in the word 
 
 fate—once a woman gives her body to lovin.’ 
At closing time, the silence makes a kind of song. 
When I shimmy off my old silky robe, I see how the light changes 
everything.  I am a woman whose body is a work of art 
to be shown before the gods. 
 
I want to shout to my dollar fans: don’t forget me when I become 
the extra curves made for pushin’ out the names of future beauty queens:  
pantyhose, bustier, and push-up bra.  
 
I want to be woman above human, a bill of pleas waiting for me, 
but I am a black blank record, waiting on somebody else’s song.  
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II. Ankle-Cuffed 
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The Mother 
 “They stumbled because I was evil.” –Andrea Yates 
 
1. 
 
Dear Rusty, 
 
The celled sounds wake me. 
    The baby’s cries lay 
all day by the tub. 
  
Take your turn, I’ll hold  
      you after the screams end.  
       
   
Fingers soaked and swollen, 
    their five handprints  
       bruised my arm. 
The doctor said no.  
   I won’t last one more child.       
The lawyers tell me 
        to not wear makeup. 
Look, sleep, breathe 
crazy. 
         Plea insanity. 
 
God’s will be done, they 
    stumbled because I 
       was evil, overdosed, ill. 
 
 
 
Why are you not here? 
    
     Why not let the pills 
        kill me all along? 
 
    
    
   Or let the gash bleed out? 
    
Could you have saved us? 
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You leave us alone 
 
eating cheerios, 
 
   and when I say Bath time!  
the yellow ducky  
 
floats in thrashing waves. 
 
The children choke  
and taste vomit. 
 
Five cream caskets under 
    ground. Finally dry. 
    Finally safe and 
    sound. Finally warm. 
        
 
I can’t wash the smell.  
I can’t swallow water. 
    Swallow up. Swallow 
    Prozac. Swallow them 
    now. Keep them in. 
    Take Effexor.  Two more pills. 
    Swallow them whole.  
 
At night, I hum and 
      kneel on the wet concrete 
 
hands folded tight, may His 
    
   will be done, may God  
 
Hold You in His Palm. 
 
Your wife, forever,    
  
       
Andrea 
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2.  The Woman across the Street  
From the stucco fronts of our Victorian facades, 
you rub your fingers against the swing grain, 
 
digging for a splinter. Would that wooden intruder wake  
you, open your skin bone-deep and reveal a cure? 
 
Still as a statue, you hold your palms open, waiting.  
Are you waiting for someone to come to you, 
 
relieve you from another day of unbrushed hair  
and vomit-stained clothes?  
 
You smile slowly, embraced by the breeze’s warning call.  
The marigolds your only solace, the water drops  
 
your only surprise. The wind chimes began to synchronize 
the beats of the distant ambulance. You stand up arms open 
 
tall, inhaling the rare Texas mist but don’t run. 
Only then do you glance my way,  
 
the trail of rain binding us together. 
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3. My Daughter’s First-Born 
 
When Noah came, I thought he brought good news. His cry  
the shriek of an angel trying to swim.  
First grandson, swaddled in sea-green blue. I hand him to you, 
 
my daughter now a mother. But your eyes changed, 
two coals with sockets securing 
a straight forward stare. 
 
Will he be a doctor like daddy? The first astronaut to touch  
the red rocks of Mars? Or will he save us  
all from the swollen waters? 
 
Little did I know, he was the beginning of your storm. The storm 
lingering year after year, shattering the elephant-themed nurseries,  
cursing the baby showers, burying yellow skulls in the yard. 
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4. Missing Wife Blues  
 After B.B. King 
 
Did you bury your soul 
to fertilize the marigolds?  
Or did you fold 
it in the helper casserole?  
Did you throw  
it in the dryer, slamming 
the broken door?  
 
I’m going down under  
in the golden ground. 
I’ve unearthed your treasured bulbs 
and counted their tortured bodies. 
Their verdant blooms were 
your true womb, but underneath 
they show the winter-filled death. 
 
Did you blow away in the wind, 
and let the spirits take you in the end? 
Did the wind shackle you against 
the apple tree and enter you freely? 
Where are you my Andrea, 
Oh where has my baby gone. 
I need you to tell me, 
you forgive me for my sins. 
 
That jail body does not contain you, 
so I’m uncovering the rocks  
to see your fingerprints. I will dig 
for you in the garden beds, I will speak 
to the bluebonnet roots—will they tell  
who drowned those tiny bodies? 
 
I ask the flesh flies 
for answers, I sing the blues for you. 
 
They reverberate back my song 
and add their own melody: 
Underneath, we are all  
brown tombed-bulbs, 
masking our faces in the night. 
 
86 
 
5. Bleach Body 
 
Days after the ambulance cried and the cuffs 
linked shut, the first silence of the long silences anchors  
to the floor, strong and stiff. He finally opens the bathroom. 
 
The police tape removed, the pacifier salvaged 
from the trash. He pours bleach in the porcelain, 
but the stains remain engraved among sea toys. 
 
Steel wool cannot scrub away the vomit, 
fingernails cannot scratch the rings gone. 
The bleach coats the nose and buries  
 
itself lung-deep; he becomes a bleach body. 
How does everything in the house appear  
a shade off-white? His knees sink on the cream tile. 
 
How did his wife’s thin arms stay so steady and sure 
amongst their children’s drowned thrashes?  
The bleach soaks for hours as he lays on the cold. 
 
Waking from a toxic dream, he fills his ark: 
The curls from her comb, one by one, her unwashed  
Walmart sweats, the homemade noodle art 
 
made just for her, the Bible bound 
in leather and highlighted with her memorized lines— 
how perfectly they fit in the tub. 
 
The only solution he trusts, Ammonia,  
bleach’s destined partner, creates 
the perfect union to end all fires. 
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Plea Bargain 
To my Michael, 
It’s my sweet sixteen years in jail. 
Only no pink balloons or surprise singing, 
 
no spin-the-bottle or double-dog dares. 
Only canned beans, tuna surprise and the rattling of keys. 
 
I hear our girl is engaged. Tell her hi, won’t you? 
She won’t accept my letters, apologies, or book requests. 
 
Their death stings my dreams. The ricin still on my tongue, the fire 
fills my night. They sing for my salvation. Save me, save me. 
 
Baby blues, I say. My medication.Your neglect. Could you not taste the poison 
in the food? Did you not see the scrambles of murder novels nailed to the bedroom floor? 
    
I could not race in—the smell of burnt hair fainting my senses. I could not slam 
down the door, too hot for the human skin to bear. 
    
Overdue notices for Capote, Christie, and Poe.  
They whispered to me. Where were you 
 
when the walls watered down into soot? 
Where was your rescue? 
 
P.S. Another writer keeps pleading for an interview. 
When they contact you, tell them to write me  
 
innocent and sincere. Tell them they need to hear my piece. 
Tell them it was the voices from the books. 
    
--Your wife, 
     Debora  
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Harvest on Fire   
 
The moms at PTA called me by my old last name.    
The morning scale laughed, “two hundred, you fat cow.” 
The neighborhood watch forbid me 
to dance naked in the moonlight. 
    
The media asks why, and I tell them:  
The sound of wails for more daddy time, 
more golden chocolate coins and cotton candy. 
The way your eyes pitied me, the way your hair dye 
 
and fresh shave mocked my moustached menopause.  
The way you never kissed me in the cereal aisle.  
The way you hugged that woman goodbye, smelling  
her hair as if she wore the scent of salvation. 
 
I wanted to burn your harvest as if your soles never braced the earth. 
For your betrayal, some gasoline. 
For love, a kitchen match. For revenge, 
a stick of sun thrown into the darkness. 
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The Daughter of Feminism 
 
Plant more shoulder pads in your fawn-brown suit until your torso blooms over his empire 
state. You were my best laid plan in the womb; future wonder woman without white lace. 
Throw the bouquet down Wonderland’s hole and career your life away. French lessons, 
Shakespeare at ten, violin-stringed success: a prodigy born on purpose. My manifest destiny 
daughter traveling to echelons of ivy league happy hours at twenty, martini sips over senate 
briefcases. You pose for portraits and shake the hands of Nobel winners, but want to give up 
the senate race to paint a nursery, pale pink polka dots with matching bears in tutus. Name-
changed, diaper-rashed, you begin the cycle on high. The smell of windex will soon be your 
perfume, your hands will be crusted in cloroxed destinies. You’ll look one day outside the 
hand-stiched curtains, the bills numbered high, and wonder when your chance flew by to be 
more than a nameless maid. 
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An Erasure of Medea’s Warning1 
   
 
Women of Corinth, I have come out of the house, 
There is no justicepeople's perception. 
there are some whobeforenside out, 
hate him on sight, ev they have never been wronged by him. 
disaster 
has wreckedmy life. I am cast adrift. I have lost 
all pleasure in living and I want to die, my friends. 
man who was everything to me, try to understand this, 
has turned out to be the vilest man alive, my own husband. 
Of all creatures that have life and reason 
we women are the sorriest lot: 
first we must at a great expenditure of money 
buy a husband and even take on a master 
over our bod[ies]is evil is more galling than the first. 
Here is the most challenging contest, whether we will get a bad man 
or a good one. Besides, divorce is unsavory 
for a woman and it is not possible to say no to one's husband 
And when she comes into new customs and rules 
a woman must be a prophet of what she could never learn at home: 
how best to deal with her marriage partner; 
and if we get it worked out well and a husband shares 
our life with us, and he bears the yoke without violence, 
life is to be envied. Otherwise we are better off dead. 
But the man, when he is bored with things at home 
he cango out to ease the weariness of his heart 
But we have just one person to look to. 
They say that we live a life free of danger 
at home while they face battle with the spear. 
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How wrong they are. I would rather stand three times 
in the line of battle than once bear a child. 
Butthe same story does not apply to you and me. 
You have this city and your father's home, 
enjoyment of life, and the companionhip of friends, 
but, alone and without a city, I am abused 
by[a] husband, carried off as plunder from a foreign land, 
I have no mother, no brother, no relative 
to offer me a safe haven from this disaster. 
I ask you this one small favor: 
if some way or means can be found 
to make my husband pay for this abuse [and the father of the bride and the 
bride herself][14] 
— keep it silent. For a woman in all other things is full of fear 
and a coward when it comes to looking on deeds of valor and the sword 
but when she is wronged in her marriage 
there is no heart more bloodthirsty. 
I am ruined ... desperate! 
My enemies are unfurling all the sails 
 
 
 
 
 
 
and there is no clear landing place 
 
 
1Selected passage from Euripides’ play Medea, a play in verse translated by C.A.E Luschnig. 
The first recorded performance of the play was in 431 B.C. 
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Polyandry: You me and you   
I’ll drink tannic wine with two of my dears 
tonight. You tie on the belt, he can wear 
that see through deacon shirt as we cohere 
 
in threes. I am your fierce lady in scarlet, bare 
for the battle in bed.  Why should we shield  
windows and shun whiskeyed-wet desires? 
 
My breasts deserve to be adored, licked 
by my banded men, two tongued-hearts on fire. 
 
Morning sun comes. Briefcased and pantyhosed, 
I defend in court; you bake cupcakes grudged 
by the carpool-craft moms. We, our own show, 
triumvirate mini-van they misjudge.  
 
Living room blinds open. Framed photos switched down. 
Flight or flee, stay in between, you, me, and you.   
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Slam Poet Sarah 
 Language Portrait for the female poet 
Curly-hair, let-the-wind-dry-my-hair hippie.  Spicy Sarah of the Irish Mimosa, the best drink 
your tongue has touched. Spicy Sarah with a freckled map of love stains keeps dancing to the 
tune. In a city of French hats, thrift-shops, a Cheba hut—extra allusions to the pot smokers of 
Greeley in sandwich form. More hot hot hot sauce, please for my blunt lunch. When asked 
why she chose grad school, she said, to wake up to the Rockies.  Hand dancing out the 
window on the way up. Don’t know if the program’s any good. Not allowed to write poetry 
for her thesis, but it’s all good. Spicy Sarah of the kick-ass department bureaucracy, drop-out, 
drop-back in, born to jive when the jukebox’s broke. Spicy Sarah, born of Simone de 
Beauvoir. Pronounce it right, bitches. Purple understands her in the way that pink does not. 
Pine-scented, blue-gilled guitar singing like Janis Joplin before the cocaine. Born of classical 
flute mixed with reggae low notes. Spicy Sarah, taking us down the mountain with the 
feminists and refugees.  
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Frozen Yogurt 
All I am is sweaty bangs and gluttony-induced 
rage, when I see you swirl your spoon 
in engineered-pink yogurt from a machine.  
You yoga moms who pretend to worship 
sun gods with your thigh gap—let me proclaim: 
frozen yogurt is just powdered sugar  
from some bag they ship from China.  
When you bury it with sugar-free hot fudge and pink gummy bears, 
your cheat day has cheated you. The sea-foam blue 
and apple-green walls remind you of the brightness  
of childhood, while I run on my treadmill  
across the street. My cellulite legs collide 
new rashes where my children apply fake band aids 
and cry about my prickly skin. 
 
Nibbling on rice cakes that night, I see my son’s 
bright face. He shows me a poem he wrote 
in his third grade science class: a desert cactus can sting 
like when I sit on my mommy’s orange legs in the spring. 
I scrub off my fake tanner and succumb: 
butterscotch fro-yo and lego-shaped candies 
for a son who can rhyme.  
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Match 
I saw him sitting there 
in that Starbucks corner wooing some girl in red boots, 
and I wondered what name he was using with her. 
With me, his name was Steve, and with my friend his name 
 
was Max. Doctor Max Connor, curing cancer and all that shit.  
Special methods to treat breast cancer with less scarring 
he explained so thoroughly after he treated my boobs 
with tongued circles. So soft, his tongue proclaimed, so soft and perfect. 
 
He said he was born in Tuscany—still owned  
a cottage by the sea. His mother supposedly cooked the best lasagna, 
threw the wet noodles on the wall. 
 
Or was his mom a corporate mongrel who left him home alone— 
a stripper along the highway with tall boots and tarred teeth? 
Oh, the stories we invent to make truth the lies. 
 
Even though it had been years since I saw those Italian eyes, 
I knew a peppermint mocha with extra foam would 
match that sweet smile on his name-filled face.  
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Stuffed Bras and Lipstick Tubes Tuck Me in at Night 
 
I love to cut my Barbie’s hair 
until she looks like a steam punk, 
out-of-luck, beauty-school drop-out. 
 
I sever her pointed toes until she 
stands on even ground. Do her heels 
not deserve to hear the dandelion’s secret touch? 
 
I tip toe all day, what my feet can muster. 
My big toe aches for all of spring. 
Chop chop goes her toes. 
 
How do the show girls belt 
their songs while their bodies beg to fly 
forward, stilettos anchored by their big blonde heads.  
 
Tip forward but stay back. 
Smile wilder with those vaselined 
teeth. Suck it in and don’t let the silicone  
 
leak. At our private concert, her legs, two bayonets 
holstered in Malibu pink. Her palms pound 
on the piano keys until I split the webbed 
 
fingers apart. Play the separate notes, melodied  
in your pop star dreams. Her free fingers quickly splinter  
off as the notes go louder, falling to the golden 
 
pedals. Blood sprays as I try to mend  
our fingers. I check for a beat to match together, 
but all I hear is her head crashing the keys.  
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